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Watty  and  Meg ; 

OR, 

THE  WIFE  REFORMED. 
A  TALE. 


Wp  dream  in  Courtship,  but  in  Wedlock  wake."— Pope. 


KEEN  the  frofty  winds  war  blawin', 
Deep  the  fna'  had  wreath'd  the  plows, 
Watty  weary't  a'  day  fawin', 
Dannert  down  to  Mungo  Blew's. 

Dryfter  Jock  was  fitting,  crackey, 

Wi'  Pate  Tamfon  o*  the  Hill,      i  Muik^ 

^  Come  awa*,'  quo'  Johnny,  *  Watty, 
«  Haith  we'fe  hae  anith^r  jill/' 

Watty,  glad  to  fee  Jock  Jabos, 
And  fae  mony  neibours  roun*,] 

Kicket  frae  his  (hoon  the  (haw-ba*s, 
Sayneayont  the  fire  fat  down. 
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Ovvre  a  board,  wi'  bannocks  heapeu 
Cheefe  and  ftowps  and  glaffes  flood  j 

Some  were  roaring,  itheis  fleepef, 
Ithers  quietly  chewt  their  cude, 

Jock  was  felling  Pate  Tome  tallow, 

A'  the  reft  a  racket  hel', 
A*  but  Watty,  wha,  poor  fellow. 

Sat  and  imoket  by  himfeP. 

Mungo  fiirdhim  up  a  tooth-fu'. 
Drank  his  health  and  Mag'S  in  ane/ 

Watty  puffing  out  a  mouthfuV 
Pledg'd  him  wi*  a  dreary  grane. 

*  What's  the  matter,  Watty,  wi'  yo^  ? 

I'roth  your  chafts  are  falng  in  ; 
Something's  wrang^I'm  vext  to  fee  you-^.^ 

Gude  fake  !  but  ye' re  defp'rate  thin  !' 


Aye/  quo'  Watty,  *  things  ar^  ffU^y'dj, 
But  it's  paft  redemption  now, 
31.— d,  I  wiQi  I  had  been  haltered 
When  I  marry M  Maggy  How. 

^  Ive  been  poor,  and  vext,  and  raggy^ 
Tried  wi'  troubles  no  that  fma', 

Them  I  bore — but  marrying  Maggy 
Laid  the  cap-ftane  o'  them  a*. 

^  Night  and  day  (he's  ever  yelpin', 

Wi'  the  weans  ftie  ne'er  can  'gree  \ 
When  file's  tir'd  wi'  perfect  skelpin*, 
I    Then  flie  flees  like  fire  on  me, 

^  See  you,  Mungo,  when  fiie'il  clafli  oi| 
i    Wi*  her  everjafting  clack, 
Whiles  IVe  had  my  nieve,  in  pafsion, 
I   Lifted  up  to  break  her  back  '/ 

\  O,  for  gudefake,  keep  frae  cuffets 
Mungo  fliook  his  head,  and  faid, 
f  Weel  I  ken  what  fort  o'  life  it's  \ 
\    Ken  ye,  Watty,  how  \  did  ? 

*  After  Befs  and  I  were  kippl'd. 
Fact  flie  grew  like  ony  bear, 

!3rak'  my  ftiins,  and,  when  1  tippl'd 
Harl't  out  my  veira  hair ! 


For  a  wee  I  quietly  knuckled. 

But  when  naetiiing  wad  prevail. 
Up  my  claes  and  cafti  I  buckrd, 
Befs,  for  ever  fare  ye  weeL 

*  Thren  her  din  grew  lefs  and  lefs  aye. 

Fad  I  gart  her  change  her  tune ; 
Now  a  better  wife  than  Befly 
N^ver  ftept  in  leather  flioon* 

*  Try  this,  Watty^ — When  ye  fee  her 

Raging  like  a  roaring  ffood. 
Swear  that  moment  that  ye'il  lea*  her 
That*s  the  way  to  keep  her  gude/ 

i-aughing,  fangs,  and  laffes'  skirfe, 
Echo'd  now  out  through  the  roof, 

Done !  quo'  Pate,  and  fyne  his  air  Is 
NaiPt  the  dryfter*s  wauket  lopf. 

In  the  thrang  o*  ftories  teMing, 
Shaking  haunds,  and  ither  cheer, 

Swith  !  a  chap  comes  on  the  hallen, 
*  Mungo,  is  our  Watty  here  ?' 

Maggy^s  weeUkent  tongue  and  hurry 
Dartet  through  him  like  a  knife, 

Ope  the  door  flew — like  a  fury 
In  came  Watty's  fcawlin  wife. 
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Nafty,  gude-for-naething  being  ! 

O  ye  fnufFy  drucken  fow  ! ' 
Jringan  wife  and  weans  to  ruin, 

Drinkin*  here  wi*  fic  a  crew  ! 

Devil  nor  your  legs  were  broken  ! 
Sic  a  life  nae  flefti  endures — 
Toilan  like  a  flave,  to  flocken 
You,  ye  divor,  and  your  whores  ! 

I  Rife  !  ye  drucken  beaft  o'  Bethel ! 

Drink's  your  night  and  day's  defire; 
Wfe  this  precious  hour,  or  faith  V\\ 

FUng  your  whisky  i'  the  fire.' 
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Watty  heari  her  tongue  unhallowM, 

Paid  his  groat  wi'  Httle  din, 
Left  the  houfe,  while  Maggy  followed, 

Fiyting  a'  ihe  road  behin\ 

Folk  frae  every  door  came  lan[ipin% 

Maggy  curd  them  ane  and  a%  1 
Clappit  wi'her  hauns,  and  ftaaipin',  •      ;  | 

Loft  her  bachals  i'  the  fnaw.  1 

i- 

Hame  at  length,  (he  tarn'd  the  gravil, 

Wi'  a  face  as  white's  a  clout, 
Ragin*  like  a  verra  devil,  : 

Kicking  ftools  and  chairs  about, 

^  Ye'll  fit  wi*  your  limmers  round  you  ?  ,^ 
Hang  you,  fir,  Til  be  your  deeth  ! 

Little  hauds  my  hauns,  confound  you  ! 
But  I II  cleave  vou  to  the  teethe    ,  < 

Watty,  wjia,  'midfl:  this  oration, 

Ey'd  her  whiles,  but  durft  na  fpeakg  ^ 

Sat  like  patient  Refignation, 
TremMan  by  the  ingle  cheek. 

Sad  his  wee  drap  brofe  he  fippet, 
Maggy's  tongue  gaed  like  a  bt^Ua 

Quietly  to  his  bed  he  flippet, 
Sighen  aftqn  to  himfel% 


^  Nane  are  free  frae  fome  vexation^ 

Ilk  ane  has  his  ills  to  dree  ; 
But  through  a*  the  hale  creation, 

Is  a  mortal  bleft  like  me !' 

A*  night  lang  he  rout  and  gauntet. 

Sleep  nor  reft  he  cou'dna  tak ! 
Waggy,  aft  wi'  horror  hauntet, 
I  Mum'lin  ftarted  at  his  back. 

>oon  as  e*er  the  morning  peepetj 
!  Up  raife  Watty,  waefu'  chiel, 
Liii  his  weanies  whilft  they  fleepet, 
Waukent  Meg,  and  fought  fareWeel. 

Fareweel,  Meg  !  And  O  !  may  heav'n 

Keep  you  aye  within  his  care  : 
iVatty's  heart  yeVe  lang  been  grievin% 
Now  he'll  never  fafh  you  mair. 

i  Happy  could  I  been  befide  you, 
Happy  baith  at  morn  and  e*en  ; 

y  the  ills  did  e'er  betide  you, 
Watty  aye  turn'd  out  your  frien*. 

I  But  ye  ever  like  to  fee  me, 
I  Vext  and  fighin',  late  and  air, 
'areweel,  Meg,  Tve  fworn  to  lea' thee, 
j  So  thou'll  never  fee  me  mair. 
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Meg  a'  sabbin,  sae  to  lose  him# 

Sic  a  change  had  never  wift. 
Held  his  haun  clofe  to  her  bofom. 

While  her  heart  was  like  to  bur  ft. 

*  O  my  Watty,  will  ye  lea'  me, 

Friendlefs,  helplefs,  to  defpair  ! 
O  !  for  this  ae  time  forgie  me, 
Never  will  I  vex  you  mair. 

*  Aye  !  yeVe  aft  faid  that,  and  broken 

A*  your  vows  ten  times  a  week : 
No,  no,  Meg  !  See  there's  a  token, 
Glittering  on  my  bonnet  cheek. 

*  O'er  the  feas  I  march  this  morning, 

Liftet,  teftet,  fworn  an'  a*, 
Forc'd  by  your  confounded  girning  : 
Fareweel,  Meg  !  for  Tm  awa'.' 

Then  poor  Maggy's  tears  and  clamour 
Gufli*d  afrefli,  and  louder  grew, 

While  the  weans,  wi'  mournfu'  yaummer, 
Round  their  fabbin  mither  flew. 

*  Through  the  yirth  Til  wander  wi'  you^ — 

Stay,  O  Watty  !  ftay  at  hame, 
Here  upo*  my  knees  Til  gi'e  you 
Onie  vow  you  like  to  name. 
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*  See  your  poor  young  lammies  pleadin^. 

Will  you  gang  and  break  our  heart  ! 
No  a  ho\ife  to  put  our  head  in  ! 
j    No  a  frien*  to  tak  our  part  ?* 

ilka  word  came  like  a  bullet ! 

Watty's  heart  begoud  to  fhake ; 
On  a  kift  he  laid  his  wallet, 

Dighted  baith  his  een  and  fpake. 

*  If  ance  mair  I  could ,  by  writing, 

Lea*  the  fogers  and  ftay  flill, 
Wad  ye  fwear  to  drop  your  fly  ting  ? 
*  Yes,  O  Watty  !  yes  I  wilL* 
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^  Th^n/  qiio*  Watty,  iriindj  be  honeftj 
Aye  to  keep  your  temper  ftrive ; 

Gin  ye  break  this  dreadfu''  proiDife, 
Never  tnair  exped  to  thrive. 

*  Marget  Howe  !  this  ndilr  ye  folemfi 

Swear  by  every  thing  that's  gude. 
Ne'er  again  your  fpoufe  to  fco^  him, 
While  life  warms  your  heart  and  blood* 

*  That  ye'il  ne'er  in  Mutig6*s  feek  me, 

Ne'er  put  drucken  to  my  name-^-- 
Never  out  at  evening  fteek  me — 
Never  gloom  when  I  corde  hame* 

«  That  ye*ll  ne'er,  like  Bt  fly  M  -  '-^^ 

Kick  my  (hlns^  and  rug  my  hair—  ■^-^| 

Laftlyj  I'm  to  keep  the  iiller —  ^ 

This  upo*  your  iaul  you  fwear  ?'  I 

*  O— h  !^  qudMVreg,  <  Aweely  quo'  Watty^ 

Fareweel !  faitli,  I'll  try  the  leas/  | 

*  O  ftand  ftill,^  quo'  Meg,  and  grat  aye, 

*  C)nie5  onie  way  ye  pleafe,' 

Maggy  fyne,  becaufe  he  preft  her, 

Swore  to  a'  thing  o'er  again, 
W atty  lap,  and  danc'd,  and  kift  her  j 

Wow  !  but  he  was  wond'rous  fain> 
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Dowti  he  threw  his  ftafF  victorious; 

AfT  gaed  bonnet,  claes,  and  fhoon  j 
Syne  below  the  blankets  glorious 

Held  anither  Hinny^moon* 


THE 

FATE  OF  MACGREGOR 

BY  HOGG,  THE  ETTRICK  SHEPHERD. 


Macgregor,  Macgregor,  remeraber  our  foemftn ; 
The  moon  rises  high  from  the  brow  of  Benlomond/* 
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M  AGO  RE  G  OR. 


ACGREGOR,  Macgregor,  remember  our  foemen; 
The  moon  rises  liigh  from  the  brow  of  Benlo- 
mond ; 

The  clans  are  impatient,  and  chide  thy  delay ; 
Arise  !  let  us  bound  to  Glen-Lyon  away.''  


Stern  scowl'd  the  Macgregor,  then  silent  and  snll 
He  turn'd  his  r@d  eyes  to  the  braes  of  Strathfillan  ; 


Go,  Malcolm,  <o  sleep,  let  the  clans  be  dismissed  ; 
The  Campbells  this  night  for  Macgregor  must  rest/* 

Macgregor,  Macgregor,  our  scouts  have  been  flying, 
Three  days  round  the  hills  of  M'Nab  and  Glen-Lyon  ; 
Of  riding  and  running  such  tidings  they  bear, 
We  must  meet  them  at  home,  else  they'll  quickly  be 
here.'' 

The  Campbell  may  come,  as  his  promises  bind  him, 
And  naughty  M'Nab,  with  his  giants  behind  him  ; 
This  night  I  am  bound  to  relinquish  the  fray. 
And  do  what  it  freezes  my  vitals  to  say. 
Forgive  me,  dear  brother,  this  horror  of  mind  ; 
Thou  knovvest  in  the  strife  I  was  never  behind, 

jNor  ever  raceded  a  foot  from  the  van, 
Or  blench'd  at  the  ire  or  the  prowess  of  man. 

!  But  Tve  sworn  by  the  cross,  by  my  God,  and  by  all ! 
An  oath  which  I  cannot,  and  dare  not  recall,— 
Ere  the  shadows  of  midnight  fall  east  from  the  pile, 
To  meet  with  a  spirit  this  night  in  Gien-Gyle."^' 

\? , 


La«?t  night,  in  my  chamber,  all  thoughtful  and  lone, 
I  caird  to  remembrance  some  deeds  I  had  done. 


When  entered  a  laily,  with  visage  so  wan, 
And  looks  such  as  never  ^as  fastenM  on  man. 


I  knew  her,  O  brother !  1  knew  her  full  well  ! 

Of  that  onre  fair  dame  such  a  tale  I  could  tell. 

As  would  thrill  thy  bold  heart;  but  how  long*  she  remained, 

So  racked  was  my  heart,  and  my  bosom  so  pain'd, 

I  knew  not — but  ages  seem'd  short  to  the  while. 

Though,  proffer  the  Highlands,  nay^  all  the  green  isle, 

With  length  of  existence  no  man  can  enjoy. 

The  same  to  endure,  the  dread  proffer  Pd  fly  ! 

The  thrice-threateird  pangs  of  last  night  to  forego, 

Macgregor  woul  I  dive  to  the  mansions  below. 

Despairing  and  mad,  tofuUirity  blind, 

The  present  to  shun,  and  some  respite  to  find, 

!  swore  ere  the  shadow  fell  east  from  the  pile. 

To  meet  her  alone  by  the  brook  of  Glen-Gyle. 
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"  She  told  me,  and  lurn'd  my  chill'd  heart  to  a  stone, 
The  j^lory  and  name  of  IVIac^reg-or  was  «:one  : 
That  the  pine,  which  for  a^j^es  had  shed  a  bright  halo 
Afar  on  the  mountains  of  Highland  Qlen-Falo, 
IShonld  wither  and  fall  ere  the  turn  of  yon  moon 
Rmit  through  by  the  canker  of  hated  Colquhoun  : 
That  a  feast  on  Maegregors  each  day  should  be  common, 
For  years,  to  the  eagles  of  Lenox  and  Lomond, 

A  parting  embrace,  in  one  moment,  she  gave  : 
IHer  breath  was  a  furnace,  her  bosom  the  grave  ! 
Then  flitting  elusive,  she  said,  with  a  frown, 
[The  mighty  Macgregor  shall  yet  be  my  own  — — 

"  Macgregorj  thy  farncies  are  wild  as  the  wind  ; 
The  dreams  of  the  night  have  disordered  thy  mind, 

Dome,  buclile  ihy  panolpy — march  to  the  field.  

iee,  brother,  how  hact'd  are  thy  helmet  and  shield. 


Ay,  that  was  IVl^Nab,  in  the  high!  of  his  pride. 
When  the  lions  of  Dochart  stood  firm  by  his  side,  | 
This  night  the  proud  chief  his  presumption  shall  rue;  j 
Rise,  brother,  these  chinks  in  his  heart-blood  will  glue;; 
Thy  fantacies  frightful  shall  flit  on  the  wing, 
When  loud  with  thy  bugle  Glen-Lyon  shall  ring/* 

Like  glimpse  of  the  moon  through  the  storm  of  the  nigl 
Macgregor's  red  eye  shed  one  sparkle  of  light : 
It  faded— it  darkened — he  shudder'd— he  sigh'd,— 
No  !  not  for  the  universe      low  he  replied. 

Away  went  Macgregof,  but  went  not  alone  ; 
To  watch  the  dread  rendezvous,  Malcolm  has  gone. 
They  oar'd  the  broad  Lomond,  so  still  and  serene  ! 
And  deep  in  her  bosom,  how  awful  the  scene  1 
0*er  mountains  inverted  the  blue  waters  curPd, 
And  rock'd  them  on  skies  of  a  far  nether  world, 

All  silent  they  went,  for  the  time  was  approaching  ; 
The  moon  the  blue  zenith  already  was  touching ; 
No  foot  was  abroad  on  the  forest  or  hi'l, 
No  sound  but  the  lullaby  sung  by  the  rill; 
Young  Maloolm  at  distance,  couch'd,  trembling  the  wbil 
Macgregor  stood  lone  by  the  brook  of  Glen-Gyle, 
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Few  minules  had  passed,  ere  they  spied  on  tlie  stream, 
A  skifF  S3  iling-  light,  where  a  lady  did  seem  ; 
Her  sail  was  the  web  of  the  gossamer's  loom, 
rhe  glow,  worm  her  wake-iight,  the  rainbow  her  boom  ; 
\\  dim  rayless  beam  was  her  prow  and  her  mast. 
Like  wold-fire,  at  midnight,  that  glares  on  the  waste. 
Though  rough  was  the  river  with  rock  and  cascade, 
^^0  torrent,  no  roek  her  velocity  staid  ; 
>he  wimpled  the  water  to  weather  and  lee, 
And  heav'd  as  if  borne  on  the  waves  of  the  sea. 
jilute  nature  was  rous*d  m  the  bounds  of  the  gienj^ 
|rhe  wild  deer  of  Gairmey  abandon'd  his  den, 
ij''led  panting  away  over  river  and  isle, 
\lor  once  turned  his  eye  to  the  brook  of  Glen-Gyle, 

fi  The  fox  fled  in  terror,  the  eagle  awoke, 
jiS  slumbering  be  dozVl  in  the  shelve  of  the  rock  ; 
;;Lfttonish*d,  to  hide  in  the  moon-beam  he  flew, 
nd  screwed  the  night-heaven  till  lost  in  the  blue, 

iil  i  Ytjung  Molcolm  beheld  the  pale  lady  approach, 
he  chieftain  salute  her,  and  shrink  from  her  touch, 
fie  saw  the  Macgregor  kneel  down  on  the  plain, 

!. 8  begging  for  something  he  could  net  obtain  ; 
he  raisM  him  indignant,  derided  his  stay, 
hen  bore  him  on  board,  set  her  sail,  and  away. 

Though  fast  the  red  bark  down  the  river  did  glide, 
iBl  faster  ran  Malcolm  adown  by  its  side  : 

*  Macgregor  !  Macgregor      he  bitterly  cried  ; 

f*  Macgragor  !  Macgregor  !'*  the  echoes  replied, 

I 
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He  struck  at  the  lady,  but,  strange  ihough  it  seem, 
His  sword  only  fell  on  the  rocks  and  the  stream  ; 
But  the  groans  froqi  tlie  boat,  that  ascended  amain^ 
Were  groans  from  a  bosom  in  horror  and  pain. 
They  reached  the  dark  lake,  and  bore  lightly  away 
Macgregor     yanish'd  for  ever  and  aye  1 


F 
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i  .    s  LOCHIEL'S 

■W  A  11  N  I  N  G. 

I  Wizard, 

OCHIEL  !  Lochiel !  beware  of  Ihe  day 
'  When  the  I  owiands  shall  meet  thee  in  battle  array  ! 

a  field  of  the  dead  rushes  red  on  my  sight, 
1  the  clans  of  Culloden  ?ire  scatterVd  in  fight : 
|;y  rally,  they  bleed,  for  their  kingdom  and  crown  ; 
le,  woe  to  the  riders  that  tranjple  them  down 
lud  Cumberland  prances,  insulting  the  slain, 
ji  their  hoof-beaten  bosoms  are  trod  to  the  plain. 
I  hark  !  through  the  fast-flashing  lightning  pf  war, 
at  steed  to  the  desert  flies  frantic  ^nd  fur  ? 
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^Tis  thine,  oh  Glenullin  1  whose  bride  shall  await, 
Like  a  love-lighted  watch-fire  all  night  at  the  gate. 
A  steed  comes  at  morning  :  no  rider  is  there  ; 
But  its  bridle  is  red  with  the  sign  of  despair. 
Weep,  Albin  !  to  death  and  captivity  led  ! 
Oh  weep  !  but  thy  tears  cannot  number  the  dead  : 
For  a  merciless  sword  on  Culloden  shall  wave-^ 
Culloden  !  that  weeps  with  the  blood  of  the  brave. 

LochieU  Go,  preach  to  the  coward,  thou  death-telling 
seer  ! 

Or,  if  gory  Culloden  so  dreadful  appear, 
Draw,  dotard,  around  thy  old  wavering  sight, 
This  mantle,  to  cover  the  phantoms  of  fright. 

Wizard,    Ha  !  laughest  thou,  Locliiel,  my  vision  t(j 
scarn  ? 

Proud  bird  of  the  mountain,  thy  plume  shall  be  torn  ! 
Say,  rush'd  the  bold  eagle  exultingly  forth. 
From  his  home,  in  the  dark^rolling  clouds  of  the  north  • 
Lo  !  the  death^shot  of  foemen  out  speeding  he  rode 
Companionless,  bearing  destruction  abroad  ; 
But  down  let  him  stoop  from  his  havoc  on  high, 
Ah  !  home  let  him  speed— -for  the  spoiler  is  nigh. 
Why  flames  the  far  summit  ?  Why  shoot  to  the  blast 
Those  embers,  like  stars  from  the  firmament  cast  ? 
'Tis  the  (ire-shower  of  ruin,  all  dreadfully  driven 
From  his  eyry,  that  beacons  the  darkness  of  heaven. 
Oh,  crested  Lochiel  !  the  peerless  in  might. 
Whose  banners  arise  on  the  battlements'  height, 
Heav'ns  fire  is  around  thee,  to  blast  and  to  burn  r 
Return  to  thy  dwelling  ;  all  lonely  return  1 
For  the  blackness  of  ashes  shall  mark  where  it  5tood, 
And  a  wild  mother  scream  o'er  her  famishing  brood. 


S3 

\LochieL    False  wizard,  avaunt!  I  have  marshalled 

I  my  clan, 

Iheir  swords  are  a  thousand,  their  hosoms  are  one  ; 
bey  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  hlood  and  their  breath, 
nd  like  reapers  descend  to  the  harvest  of  death, 
hen  welcome  be  Cumberland's  steed  to  the  shock  ! 
3t  him  dash  his  proud  foam  like  a  wave  on  the  rock ! 
ut  woe  to  his  kindred,  and  woe  to  his  cause, 
fhen  Albin  his  claymore  indignantly  draws  ; 
hen  her  bonnetted  chieftains  to  victory  crowd, 
anranald  the  dauntless,  and  Moray  the  proud, 

II  plaided  and  plum'd  in  their  tartan  array — 
Wizard.  — — Lochiel,  Lochiel !  beware  of  the  day, 
>T,  dark  and  despairing,  my  sight  I  may  seal, 

it  man  cannot  cover  what  God  would  reveal ; 

is  the  sun-set  of  life  gives  me  mystical  lore, 

id  coming  events  cast  iheir  shadows  before. 

iell  thee,  CuUoden's  dread  echoes  shall  ring 

litb  the  blood-hounds  that  bark  for  thy  fugitive  king  ! 

I !  anointed  by  Heaven  with  the  vials  of  wrath, 

Ihold,  where  he  flies  on  his  desolate  path  ! 

|w  in  darkness  and  billows,  he  sweeps  from  my  sight ; 

se  !  rise  !  ye  wild  tempests,  and  cover  his  flight ! 

Is  finished.    Their  thunders  are  hush*d  on  the  moors : 
iloden  is  lost,  and  my  country  deplores  ! 
It  where  is  the  iron-bound  prisoner  ?    Where  P 
f  the  red  eye  of  battle  is  shut  in  despair, 
mounts  he  the  ocean- wave,  banish 'd,  forlorn, 
le  a  limb  from  his  country  cast  bleeding  and  torn  ? 
I  no  !  for  a  darker  departure  is  near ; 
war-drum  is  muiHed,  and  black  is  the  bier ; 
||  death-bell  is  tolling  !  oh  !  mercy,  dispel 
I  ^ght^  that  it  freezes  my  spirit  to  tell  t 


Life  flutters  coiivuls'd  in  his  quivering  limbs, 
And  his  blood-streaming'  nostril  in  agony  swims  \ 
Accursed  be  the  fagots  that  blaze  at  his  feet. 
Where  his  heart  shall  be  thrown,  ere  it  ceases  to  beat 
With  the  smoke  of  its  ashes  to  poison  the  ^ale  

hochieL  ..  -.  .,.    Pown,  sootbless  ipsulter  !  J  trust 

not  the  tale  ; 
For  never  shall  Aibin  a  destiny  meet, 
So  black  with  dishonour,  so  foul  with  retreat. 
Though  my  perishing  rapks  should  hei  ,§tr!&wM  in  ihei* 

gore,  : 
Jjike  ocean-weeds  heap'd  on  the  stirf-beatep  shore, 
Lochiel,  untainted  by  flight  or  by  chains. 
While  the  kiiidling  of  life  in  his  bosom  remains. 
Shall  victor  exult,  or  in  death  be  laid  low, 
With  his  back  to  the  geld,  and  bis  feet  to  the  foe  ! 
And  leaving  in  battle  no  blot  on  his  name, 
Xook  proudly  to  fleaven  from  the  death-bed  of  fan^e 


i^rmtpd  and  sokl  by  W?  ^  T.  Fpridycp;^  Niew|?^stj^, 
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